My fancy that is wholly in your keeping
with your mere thought so violently trembled
that through my lips, my scattered soul escaping
fled in your oneness to be reassembled.
In vain, with love between us always creeping,
I called my traveller home*    One instant humbled
he heard, the next, like a young Polack leaping,
he galloped headlong or in panic stumbled,
Therefore said I: " Had our love been requited
we had had all those absent proofs of hers,
and therefore, soul, all to no end you flighted,
for we are not her object, but our verse/'
Be subtler, soul, for we must seek to choke
the wind, on which she nurtures us, with smoke.